ROSE    MACAULAY

And the fens were not.   (For fens are dreams

Dreamt by a race long dead ;
And the earth is naught, and the sun but seems :

And so those who know have said.)

So veil beyond veil illimitably lifted:

And I saw the world's naked face,
Before, reeling and baffled and blind, I drifted

Back within the bounds of space.

*          *          *

I have forgot the unforgettable.

All of honey and milk the air is.
God send I do forget. . . . The merry winds
swell

In the scarlet gowns bound for St. Mary's.
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